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From a window behind; a vision as fair
As the flush of dawn is standing there.

[He gazes earnestly,

Orion (sings)

Higher and hotter the white flames glow,
And the adamant may foe thawed like snow,
And the life for a single chance may go,

And the soul for a certainty.
0 vain and shallow philosopher,
Dost feel them quicken, dost feel them stir,
The thoughts that have strayed again to her

From whom thou hast sought to fly ?

Lo ! the furnace ia heated till sevenfold;

Is thy brain still calm ?   Is thy blood still cold

To the curls that wander in ripples of gold

On the shoulders of ivory ?
Do the large, dark eyes, and the small, red mouth,
Consume thine heart with a fiery drouth,
Like the fierce sirocco that sweeps from the south,

When the deserts are parched and dry ?

Aye, start and shiver and catch thy breath,
The sting is certain, the venom is death,
And the scales are flashing the fruit beneath,

And the fang striketh suddenly.
At the core the ashes are bitter and dead,
But the rind is fair and the rind is red,
It has ever been plucked since the serpent said,

Thou shalt not surely die.

[Hugo tries to enter the ^nner ring,
Orion holds him lack ; they struggle,

Hugo

Unhand me, slave ! or quail to the rod !
Agatha !   Speak ! in the name of God !

[The vision disappears, the altars vanish.
Hugo falls insensible,*